PERSIAN   MEDICAL   MISSIONS
Some of them made a wild rush at us as they passed,
and it really looked a bit serious, for already amidst
the uproar we could detect occasional cries of " The
Feringhis have poisoned him." To my relief, amidst
the excited throng I noticed the face of my old friend
the mujtihed's nephew, who had been an in-patient
in the hospital, and when he noticed that I had
observed him, he beckoned us to follow him. We
obeyed gladly, and he led us away by a private
passage, which finally emerged into a public square
a long distance from the dead man's house. There
our good Samaritan left us, promising to send us our
horses and servants, whom we had left waiting out-
side the patient's house. As we waited for them to
come, we could hear the sound of cries from all parts
of the city, followed by wailing of women, and the
scurrying of many feet, as all flocked to the quarter
where the holy man's body lay. At last our servants
and animals arrived, and we made haste to escape,
reaching home after midnight, thankful to God for
preserving us from what might have proved a very
dangerous position. Next day we heard that the
whole city had gone into mourning; all the bazaars
were shut, and the shops draped with black, and this
mourning was kept up five whole days. Rumours
were persistently circulated that the English doctors
had poisoned the mullah, but no one really believed
it, and I was able to attend the city dispensary as
usual, even during the funeral ceremonies, and
patients rather increased than diminished, some of
the dead man's relatives even coming for treatment.
So ended priestly opposition ; the chief mujtihed
himself was frightened at the mode of his brother's
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